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THE MUSIC WE LOVE MOST, 



Poetrj by George P. Morris Ew^ 



Music hy August* Browne. 
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W« all love the mu.sic of sky, earth and E«a, The thritl of the songbird, the 




ham of the bee, The wind harp that swings from the bough of the free, The 




teed of the rude shepherd boy; 



We love Na . tore's warblingB,when 
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day ha* began, When lock-fountain « gush in. to song is they run, Tttien the 
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stare of the morn sing their hymns to the »un. And hills clap their hand*.., « .„ in their 
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All love the in . vi. il.ltlt lutes of the air, The chotds that are struck by the 
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hands of the fair. Whose mln . s trel . ay brightens the mid .nix lit of cure, ' And 
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s«#«1b to the heart like * dove; 



But e _ . .Yen in me _ lo . dj , , . , 




there it & choice, And, though we in all kinds of mu _ , uo rejoice,. ... There* 




none can compare with the tweet Unman voice The voice of the be ings We 
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